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to tell KTWderln of Ma unhappy pairritag".
tut ta turned from tT Durooa

"I Oh, Mrs. hrood. is It for the
t.ext?" (Heil l.ydia. "Is il the best
Hung for Frederic to do feured
joij mlKit object I atn sure his father
will refuse -- "

"Hut. you love eticli oilier that is
enough. Why ask the comm-- of any-

one? Y. es, it Is for Hie heft. I

know oh, yon cannot realize how well
I know. You muni not " The
woman was treinliling in her eager
iiess. Lydia t BHluii'Sliuient umi1 way

j perplexity.
"What do you tnean? Why are yon

hii serious -- bo inienl on this "

"Frederic lias no money," pursued
Yvonne, as if she h.nl nul heard
l.vdia's worrtH "Mill Hint mu'-- l not
di'ter you. It riKiHt not slaml in die
i"ay. I shall Imil a way es. i shall
(i rut a way. I"

"Ur you mean that yon would pro
v lie f'.r linn foi us " e( la ini d

I. villa.
"There Is a wav, there Ih a way.'

snid the, other, fixing her eyes appeal
Ingly on the K'rl's face, to which the
flush of finger was ttlowly mounting.

"His father will not help him II

that is what you are counting upon,
Mrs. Hrood," sid tire girl coldly

"I know. He will not help him.
no."

Lydia started "What do you know

bout what has Mr ftroud faid to
you?." Her heart was cold with ap-

prehension. "Why are you going aw

next week? What has happened '"
lirood's wife, was leganlmg tier

with narrowing eyes. "Uh, i now

You think that my husband suspects
that Frederic Is too deeply interested
In his beautiful stepmother, is that
not so? Poof! It has nothing to do
vi ith It." Her eyes were sullen, full
of resentment now. She was collect-
ing herself.

The girl's eyes expressed the disdain
that suddenly took the place of appre-

hension in her thoughts. A sharp re
tort leaped to her Hps. hut kUi sup
pressed it

"Mr. Hrood does not iike Frederic."
ah said instead, and could have cut
out her tongue the Instant the words
were uttered. Yvonne's eyes were glit
terlng with a light that she had never
Been In them before. Afterwards she
described It to horself as baleful.

"So! He has spoken II) evil nf

hi? son to you?" she said, almost in a

monotone. "He baa hated him for

Invigorating to the Pale and Sickly
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years Is not thitio! I am not tie j

original C51. i t? It bfM f-I
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-- Oh I W-- of joa. ir Brooi'
b-- ga' Ljdi. thncklag tack in fii- -

-- y'outrefrtok your tbougbu ;

u it. I ita'.l not b oHzii- - Wtkt
taj Le Bi-i- d to yoo irut Tr&itr.t
iLd rteT"

Lyai reo!r-- to U' tb plui? j

Sow u tb time to zpeki pi:!? to
ttj orr.n of tie thing ttt ma hen
tig hr linint byocd the liniita of 1

ndurance. Her toic aj ra'fcr t:b- -

yiuhed. She tad the ftar thkt ia
wcuid Lot be able to control it.

"1 should be blind cot to tare ob-- j

r,erred the crjel position in which

ire piaring Frederic. I It -- rj.r:.Ee (

J.at your fcu.'band hai eyet aa well a j

I What rn jat be b. thoughu. Mra.
Brood r

She eipected an outburst, a torrent
it ir,d:gLa! on. an ar.gry storm cf
aord. and was there'tre ur.prepar-- d

or the piteous h' Md eiprefs:oti that
ace swiftly Into be lovely eyes, bent

jj ap;ei!icgl upfn hr on. whirh

afre rld and accusing. Here was a
-- ewr hi.' to this extraordinary crea-.ore- s

character. Fbe was a coward
ifter ail and Ljd:a dcpisd a coward.

rt look of srorn ia her
. 1..

je-. and out ire-- r.er neart rusnew
ill t! at ai soft ar.d tender in her
.ature. ). a . .Lg it lr--rr' n cf ail corn- -

i'.i:on.
; do not want to I . rt Kreder.c."

T. jrrj.ured YvcBiie. ' I I a.n sorry
i

"Vo'j are hurtr.g hi in dr-rt- 'l.' 'iii ."

aid I.ydia. suddenly ttio: .Hi? up nh
tuotioa ,

'He , not rot in love with n.e"
leciar-- l Yvonre. i

"No." sa:d the girl, rnain'.tiz con '

roi ot heri-eif- . lie l not :!i loe iih
i'OU. That is thf Idle tro'ibl". He

s in love ,th me ii-i- au't you

ee ."
"You a e a wise yonne 'inan to

;now tr.en so well." ttie oth-- r

higrnatir ally "Kliaie iie.. r j

n St Aiitddiiy."
".Vor I," fa id I.yii'a. ar:d a sur-

prised at herself.
ho you me 'o be a had

.voman, LydiaT" l'-- r lips trembled
I'lere v.as a suspicious ojiiwr to her
:hln.

"No, I do not." pronounced the girl
"ally. "If I could only think that of
,ou it would explain everything and
i should know just how to treat you.
3ut I do not think it of you." ;

Wit'h a lonr. deep sigh, Yvonne crept
loser and laid her head against Lyd- -

a's shoulder. 'I he girl's body stif-ene-
i

her trow grew dark with

"1 am afraid you do not understand,
Ira Hrood. The fact still reuiaitis
hi't jou have not considered Fred
nc's pea e of mind."
"Nor yours." murmured the other,

.bjectly.
"Nor mine," confessed l.ydia. after

i moment
"I did pot know that you and Fri-.fi-

were In love with each other until
had been here lor some time," Mrs

trood explained, suddenly fretful.
"What kind of a woman are you?"

urst from l.ydia s indignant soul.
Have you no conception of the finer,
iihler "

Yvonne deliberately put her hand
er the girl s lip", checking the fierre

i.lburst She smiled rather plain
.vely as l.ydia tried to Jerk her head
0 one side in order to continue hr
erkliss indictment.

"You shall not say I'. l.ydia. I am
ml all that you thinl; I am No, no,

1 thousand tunes no Cod pity uie. I

mi more accursed than you may tliink
villi the finer and nohler instinct. II

t were not so. du you think I should
where I am flow 'c ringing here

ike a beaten child'.' N. you cannot
mdcrsland -- you never will under
.land I shall say 1111 mote. It Is

tided. I swar on my soul that I

did nnt know you were Frederic's
sweetheart I did not know"

' Cut you knew almost immediately

after you came here." exclaimed
l.ydia. harshly It is not myself 1

in thinking of. Mrs lirnod. hut of
Frederic. Why have yon done this
ihominahle thing to him? Why?"

"11 did not rcalue what it would
neart to him." said the oilier, desper-at,.- ;

"11 did not count all the cust.

i.ui. dearest l.ydia. it will come out
ill rirlil acain. I iiiomise you. I have
made a humble, hiurible mistake. I '

an say no more. Now, let me lie here
a ith my head upon your breast. 1

janl to f.'cl the heating of your pure,

lonest heart- - the heart that I have
.in-- I can tell by its throbs whether
I will ever soften toward me. IK not
ay anything now- - let us be still."

It would be difficult to describe the
eelings of Lydia Desmond as she sat
here with the despised though to be
idured head pillowed uion her breast.

here ii now rested in s sort of cotift-Ini- t

repose, as if there was. safety in

he very strength of the young girl's
lisannroval Yvonne had twisted her
lithe hodv on the chaise longtie so that
.Oie half faced l.ydia , Her free ami.
from which the loose sleeve had
fallen, leaving it bare to the shoulder
a as about the girl's neck.

For a long time Lydia stared
straight before her. seeing nothing,
positively dumb with wonder and ac-

knowledging a sense of dismay over
her own dlsKisitiofi to submit to this
extraordinary situation. She was ask-

ing herself why she did not cast the
woman away, why she lacked the
power to resent by deed as well as by
thought. Life marvelous, adorable
life rested there on her breast Thia
woman had hurt her had hurt ber
wantonly and yet there came steal-

ing over ber. subtly, the conviction
that she could never hurt her In re

Ura. She could, never briag buriWf
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"I I didn't rra to do that!" b

ga ph1
The otfcr b-- It as a ad

erort 00 h-- fart 1 knew
't you culd.- - fbe rp-ated-

Lyd.a fprang to her fet. ber fac
radde&ly Carr.!:g v.ib embarrassment
"I coat se Mr Brood. ! itorped in
to tIl him that" he began, tring
to corer her confs on. but yrocne in- -

rerrnpted.
"I know that you could not help It.

my dear." the sid. Then, after a
;.ause: "loa will let me know what
ttit bunbacd lit to nay about It?"

"To mt about it T"

"About your decision to marry Fred-
eric In pite of his firiiections "

LydU felt a little shiver race orar
her as she leaked toward the door.

"Too will rw-l- csT" she said, trem
olously, lurning to Yonte. Again she
saw the drawn, pained look abaut the
dark eyes and was stalled

"You can do more with him than
I." was the response

CHAPTER XIV.

Sertsat'Ors.
I.ydia stepped for a morr.ent In the,

hail, af'er closing the door behind her.
to pull herfeif together for the ordeal
that was Kill to come. She was
trembling; a weakness had assailed
her She had le't Yvonne s presence
in a dazed, unsettled condition of
n.ind There was a lapse of some kind
that could neither arcount for nor
describe even to herself. The black
velvet coat that formed a part tf her
trig suit, hung limply in her band.
dragging aiong t!,e floor as she moved
v. ith hesitating steps in the direction
of James Hrodd s study. A sickening
estimate of her ow n strength of pur-- i

pose confronted (;er. She was sud-- '
denly atraid of the man who had
always been her Somehow
sh(, feI. tlj!i, n(. ,fl,,j trn u,)n her
tn4 r,.nd n,.r lUi ,. who haj aj.
w ays been so gentle and considerate
a, wuo had t i llr-- things!

nahy appeared at the head of the
',ajr,i she alt,,d for njB giEnal to
'ascend, somehow feeling that Brood

had sent hiin forth to summon her.
Her hand sought the stair rail and
gripped it tightly. Her lips parted In
a stiff smile. Now she knew that she
was turning coward, that she longed
to put off tl e meeting until tomor-
row tomorrow !

The Hindu came down the stairs
quickly, noiselessly.

"The master say to come tomorrow.
tomorrow as usual," he said, as be
paused above her on the steps.

"It it must be 'oday," she said, dog-

gedly, even as the thrill of relief shot
through her.

"Tomorrow," said the man. His eyes
were kindly inquiring. ' Sahib say you

ipwm
immm m

Lydia Stopped for a Moment In tha
Hall.

are to rest." There was a pause. "To-

morrow will not be too late."
She started. Had he read the thought

that was in her mind?
"Thank you. Kan jab," she said, after

a moment of indecision. "I will coma
tomorrow."

Then she slunk downstairs and out
of the house, convinced that she had
failed Frederic in his hour of great- -

est need, that tomorrow would be too
late.

Frederic did not come in for dinner
until after his father and Yvonne had
gone from the house. He did not In-

quire for them, but Instructed Jones
to say to the old gentlemen that be
would be pleased to dine with them
if they co'.-l- a'low him the time to
"change." ile also told Jones to open
a single bottle of champagne and to
place three glassea

on Frederic made his an
nouncement to the old men. In the
fever of an excitement that caused
bim to forget that Lydia might be en-

titled to some voice in the matter, ha
diUterate!y committed her to the proj-

ect tht Lad become a fixed thing in
hla mlaa the Instant be set foot la

i

' Tunt street lamp. For t tong t!mthe fcas aad focd It empty ca.
rar.T 'thy stared at each other, no sign of

Jones" practiced tui shook slightly recognition passing between them. Th

as he peered tt w.r e Th old Ben Hiadn s facs was as rigid, as emotion-drar- k

rather Boisilj. Tkey. too. er less as if carved out cf stone; his

eic.ed Vr Ris smacked t:s Up eyes were unwarertcg. Frederic could

ad K"td at the chasieher u If e then, even la the shadows. He

trjicg to decide cpon the Tintage. Vut had the queer feeling that, though the
in reil.tv do;r ht bet to kf-e- i from cm rave to sign, be tad something

coc gh:rg up tie wire ttat tad gos
tr.e irjij aay ia a moment of pro-

found paralvs.s- -
TL bet news Ire heard since Ja-

dis died said Mr. rtawes, manfnuy -

"Fill em u? axaui. Jones. 1 want to
prc; the health of Mrs. Brood"

"The future Mrs Erood." hissed Mr.
Rigs. wheerJy. glaring at his com-

rade. "Ass!"
T ra cat married yet. Mr. trawea."

exclaimed Frederic, grinning.
"S!ake ao d.Serence." said Mr.

Dawes, stcully. "Tar as I'm concerned,
you are. Well be the first to drink
to Ljdia P.rood! The first to call her
by that name, gentlemen. God bless
ber!- -

' "God bles her'." shouted Mr. R'.gs
"God biess her!" echoed Frederic,

and they drained their glasses to
Lydia Brood

"Jones. op"n another bottle." com-

manded Mr. Iawes, loftily.
Frederic shook his ahead and two

faces fe'l Right bravely, however, the
o'd men maintained a oyocs interest
in the occasion. The young man
.Lrned cioodv, thoughtful, the unwont
ed exhilaration died as suddenly as it
had come into existence. A shadow
crossed his vision and he followed it j

w:-- his thoughts. A sense of utter
! ne!ine.s came ovr him with a swift-

ness that sick-ne- d. nauseated him. The
food was flat to his taste; he could
not eat. stifled
J im. He suddenly realized that he
had never been so lonely, so unhappy
in ail h.s life a. he was at this mo-

ment
His thoughts were of his father. A

vast, inexpiii able longing possessed
his soul a longing for the affection of
this nan who was never tender, whe
siood afar off and was lonely, too. He
could not understand this astounding
change of feeling He had never felt
Just this way before. There had been
times and many when his heart was
sore with longing, but they were of

other days, childhood days. Tonight
he could not crush out fhe though', of

the

how happy, how peaceful life cast eqUent glances his shoul-Toii'- d

b" it bis father were to lay his der as jf 6tm expecting to see the
hands upon his shoulders ami say, "My lighted window and its oecupant,
sor,. I love you 1 love you dearly " ' as he made his way to Broadway,
There would be no more lonely days; somewhat hazily bent on following that
ail was bitter in his life oe thoroughfare to the district where the
swept away in the twinkling of niht glittered and the were
eye; the world would be full of joy for -- hanied, he bgan turning over in

hirn and for l.ydia. j mind a queer notion that just sug- -

When he entered the house gested itself to him. filtering through
evening he was full of resentment
toward bis father, and sullen vith the
remains of ugly rage. And now to
be actually craving the affection of the
man who humbled him, even, in the
presence of It was unbe-

lievable. He' could not understand
himself. A wonderful, compelling ten-

derness filled his iieart. He longed to
throw himself at father's fe-- t and
crave his pardon for the harsh, venge-
ful thoughts he spent upon him
In those black hours. He hungered
for a word of kindness or of under-
standing on which he could feed his
starving soul. He wanted his father's
love. He wanted, more than anything
else in the world, to love his father.

I ot'nnoit nut nf hia mind,
.' ' i- '

Yvonne was set aside in this immortal
moment. He had not thought of them
ex ept in their relation to a completed
state of happiness for his father. In
distinctly he recognized tbem as essen-
tials.

Ay, he was lonely. The house was
as bleak as the steppes of Siberia. He
longed for companionship, friendship,
kindness and suddenly in midst
of it all be leaied to his feet.

"I'm going out. gentlemen," he ex-

claimed, in upon an unappre-
ciated tale that Mr. Riggs was relat-
ing at some length aud with consider-
able fierceness in view of the fact that
Mr. Danes had pulled him up rather
sharply once or twice in a matter of
inaccuracies. nie.

He left them gaping with astonish-
ment and dashed out into the hall for
his coat and Even then he had
no definite notion as to what his next
move would be. save that he was going
out somewhere, anywhere, he not
care.

Somehow, as he rushed down the
front steps with the cool night air
blowing tn his face, there surged up
within him a ..trong. overpowering
sense of tilial duty. It was his duty to
make the first advances. It was for
him to pave the way to peace and hap-

piness. Something vague but disturb-
ing tormented him with the fear that
bis father faced a grave peril and that
his own place was beside him and not
against him, as he had been in all
these illy directed years. He could

put it away from bim. this thought
that father was in danger in dan-

ger of something that was not phys-

ical, something from which, with all
bis valor, he had no adequate form of
defense.

At the corner he paused, chec by
an irresistible impulse to look back-

ward at the bouse he had just left. To
his there was a light in the"

drawing room windows facing the
street. The shades in of them
had been thrown wide open and a

stream of light flared out across the
sidewalk.

Framed .1 this ohlong square "of

light stood the figure of a man. Slowly,
as if drawn by a force he could not
resist, the yonng man retraced hia
steps until he stood directly In front
of the window. A questioning smile
was on his lips. He was looklsg up
into shadowy, unsmiling face,
diaily visible la tne glow from Lb

h wanted to say to him. that he was

art.ally calling to him to come back

into the hcuse.
rodedded. man outside torf.

ineflably over

that would
an stars

his
had

that

an

servants!

his

had

the

breaking

please."

hat.

did

not
his

ked

surprise

one

Itanjab's

seTeral halting step towara ice ooo
way. his gaie still fixed on the face la
the window. Then be broke the spelL
It was a notion on his part, te argue
If he tad been wanted Ws father's
servant would have beckoned to him.
He would not hara stood there like
a graven Image, staring out into the
night Having convinced himself of
this. Frederic wheeled and swung off

up the street once more, walking rap-

idly, as one who is pursued. Turning,
he waved hla hand at the can la the
window. He received bo response.
Farther off be looked back once more.
The Hindu still was there. Long after

flip
He Was Looking Up Into Ranjab's

Shadowy, Unsmiling Face.

he was ant cf sight cf the house he

the maze of uncertainty in which he
had been floundering. It occurred to
him that he had been mawkishly sen-

timental in respect to his father. His
attitude had not changed he was seri-
ously impressed by the feelings that
had mastered him but he found him-

self ridiculing the idea that his lather
stood in peril of any description. And
suddenly, out of no particular trend of
thought, groped the sly. persistent sus-
picion that he had not been altogether
responsible for the sensations of an
hour ago. Some outside influence had
molded his emotions for him. some
cunning brain had been doing his
thinking for him.

Then came the sharp recollection
of that motionless, commanding figure
in the lighted indow and his own
puzzling behavior on the sidewalk out-

side. He recalled his impression thai
someone had called out to him just
before he turned to look up at the
window-- . It was all quite preposterous,
he kept on saying over and over again
to himself, and yet he could not shake
off the umanny feeling.

Earlier in the evening, w ithout warn-

ing, without the slightest encourage-
ment on his part, there had suddenly
leaped into existence a warm, tender
and wholly inexplicable feeling toward
his father. At first he had been
amazed by this unwonted, almost un-

natural feeling, which la'er on devel
oped into something quite tangible in

the way of an emotion, but he was he
ginning to realize that the real mys-

tery lay outside of any s

he could make. Like a shot there
flashed into his brain the startling
question: Was flanjab the solution?
Was it Ranjab's mind and not bis own
that had moved him to such tender
resolves? Could such a condition be
poasible? Was there such a thing as
mind control?

An hour latr Frederic approached
the box office of the theater mentioned
by Yvonne over the telephone that
morning. The play was half over and
the house was sold out. He bought
a ticket of admission, however, and
lined up with others who were rontent
to stand at the back to witness the
play. Inside the theater he leaned
weakly against the railing at the back
of the auditorium and w iped his brow.
What vas it that had dragged him
there against his will, in direct oppo
sition to his dogged determination to
shun the place?

The cur'ain was up, the house was
still, save for the occasional coughing
of those who succumb to a habit that
can neither be helped nor explained
There were people moving on' the
stage, but Frederic had no eyes for
them. He was seeking in the dark-nee- s

for the two figures that he knew
were somewhere in the big, nse
throng.

The li?hts went up and the house
was bright Men began scurrying up
.he aisles. He moved up to the railing
again and resumed his eager scrutiny
of the throng. He could not find them
At first he was conscious of disap-
pointment, then he gave way to an
tu,rd rage. Yvonne had misled bim
-- a ti4 deceived bJm ay,' she bawl

ffed to him. Thy were not la tb
audience, they had not even contem-

plated coming to tbbi theater. Ke bad
been tricked, deliberately tricked. No

doabt they were seated la acme other
place of amusement, serenely enjoying
tbmselves. The thought of It mad-

dened bim. And then, jost as be was

on the point of tearing ont of the
bouse, be saw them, and the blood

rushed to hia head to violently that
be was almost blinded.

He caught sight of hit father far
down la front, arad tiien the dark, balf-obscur-

head of Yvonne. He could
not see their facei, but there m no
mistaking them for anyone else. H

only marvelled that be had not seen
tbem before. eTen la the semldarkrieaa.
They now appeared to be the only

people la the theater; he could see no

one else.
James Brood's One, aristocratic bead

was turned slightly toward hia wife,

who. aa Frederic observed after chang-

ing bis position to one of better ad-

vantage, apparently was relating some-

thing amusing to him. They undoubt-
edly were enjoying themselvea. Once

more the great, almost suffocating
wave of tenderness for bis father
swept over him. mysteriously aa' be-

fore and as convincing. He experi-

enced a sudden. Inexplicable feeling
of pity for the strong, virile man who

had never revealed the slightest symp-

tom of pity for him. The same curi-

ous desire to put his hands on his

fathers shoulders and tell him that
all was well with them came over hira
again.

Involuntarily he glanced over his
shoulder, and the fear was in his heart
that somewhere In the shifting throng
his gaze would light upon the face
of Ranjab!

Long and Intently his searching
gaze went through the crowd, seeking
the remote corners and shadows of the
foyer, and a deep breath of relief
escaped him when it became evident
that the Hindu w as not there. He had.
In a measure, proved his own cause;
bis emotions were genuinely his own

and not the outgrowth of an influence
for good exercised over him by the
Brahmin.

He began what he was pleased to
term a systematic analysis of bis emc-tio- ns

covering the entire evening, all
the while regarding the couple in the
orchestra chairs with a gaze unswerv-
ing in its fidelity to the sensation that
now controlled hira a sensation of
Impending peril.

All ,at once he slunk farther back
Into the shadow, a guilty flush mount-
ing to his cheek. Yvonne bad turned
and was staring rather fixedly in bis
direction. Despite the knowledge that
he was quite completely concealed by
the intervening group of loungers, he
sustained a distinct shock. He had
the uncanny feeling that she waa look-

ing directly Into his eyes. She bad
turned abruptly, as if some one had
called out to attract her attention and
she had obeyed the sudden impulse.
A moment later her calmly impersonal
fmp swept on, taking in the sections
to her right and the balcony, and then
went ba k to her husband's face

Frederic was many minutes in re-

covering from the effects of the queer
shock he bad received. He could not
get it out of his head that she knew
he was there, that she actually turned
in answer to the call of bis mind. She
had not searched for him; on the con-

trary, she directed her gaze instantly
to the spot w here be stood concealed.

Actiir.ted by a certain sense of guilt,
he decided to leave the theater as
soon as the curtain went up on the
next act. which was to be the last. In-

stead of doing so, however, he lin-

gered to the end of the play, secure in
his conscienceless espionage. It had
come to him that if he met tbem in
front of the theater as they came out
he could invite them to join bim at
supper in one of the nearby restau-
rants. The Idea pleased him. He
coddled it until it became a sensation.

When James Brood and his wife
reached the sidewalk they found him
there, directly in their path, as they
wedged their way to the curb to await
the automobile. He was smiling
frankly, wistfully. There was an hon-
est gladness in his fine, boyish face
and an eager light in his eyes. He no
longer had the sense of guilt In his
soul. It had been a passing qualm,
and he felt regenerated for having ex-

perienced it. even so briefly. Some-
how it had purged bis soil of the one
lingering doubt as to the sincerity ot
his impulses.

"Hello!" he said, planting himself
squarely in front of them.

There was a momentary tableau. He
was vividly aware of the fact that
Yvonne haA shrunk back tn alarm, and
that a swift look of fear leaped Into
her surprised eyes. She drew closer
to Brood's side or was it the jostling
of the crowd that made It seem to be
so? He realized then that she had not
seen bim in the theater. Her surprise
was genuine. It waa not much short
of consternation, a fact that be re-

alized with a sudden sinking of the
heart

Then bis eyes went quickly to his
father's face. James Brood was re-

garding bim with a cold, significant
smile, as one who understands and
despises.

"They told me you were here," fal-

tered Frederic, the words rushing hur-
riedly through his lips, "and I thought
we might run In somewhere and have
a bite to eat ' 1 I want to tell you
about Lydia and rovself and what "

(CONTINUED TOMORROW!

A Cure for Sour Stomach.
Mrs. Win. M. Thompson, of Battle

Creek. Mich., writes: "I have been
troubled with Indigestion, sour stom-
ach and bad breath. After taking two
bottles of Chamberlain's Tablets I am
well. These tablets are splendid
none better." For sale by all dealers.


